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| To Mr. GARRICK. 


| SIR, 3 
HE UrHOLSsTERER would be a Bankrupt 
1 8 even in Thanks, could he think of going 
| 
L 


abroad into the World, without making his Com- 

pliments to Mr. Garrick, for the Civilities he has 

ſhewn him. Whatever Figure the poor broken 

. Politician might make before the Commiſſioners of 

op Bankruptcy at Guild- hall, you have taken care of 

| his Appearance before the ſelf-choſen Commiſſion- 

1 ers of Criticiſm, at the Theatre Royal, in Drury- 

Lane. | 

FL I am not willing to flatter myſelf that you 

were drawn forth, on this Occaſion, by any extra- 
ordinary Touches in the capital Figure, or in the 2 
Accompagnements du Tableau. I rather ſuppoſe that : 

you approved the Juſtneſs of the Deſign, than that 

you were an Admirer of the Colouring. = 

The Deſign, Sir, was conceived and executed 

| long ſince, becauſe the Author judged that ſome- 

J thing in this way might have a ſeaſonable Tendency 
to allay the Intemperance of too violent a Political 
ö = 


Spirit, or ar-leaſt ,to laugh it into good Humour: 

With the ſame View it was lately retouched, and 

9 given to Mr. Maſſop, to be preſented ta the Pub- 
) lic at his Benefit. And however Men of a 
ſerious Caſt may depreciate Amuſements of this 

| nature, I ſhall never bluſh for having dedicated 

| WP a few Hours to them, as I am of Opinion that 

| ſuch-like Avocations will more profitably unbend 

1 the Mind from graver Studies, than the ſolitary 


K Pleaſures of the Recluſe, or any of the more open 
Diſſipations of Life. 
ö 


2 I am 


1E 
. | I am aware that you'will, very probably, recol- 
left a Paſſage in a celebrated Writer *, which 
may ſeem to render the ſcope of this little Piece 
ſomewhat queſtionable. *© Dans une Nation Libre,” 
«ſaith he, 77 eft tres ſouvent indiferent que les Par- 
* ticuliers Raiſonnent bien ou mal : il ſufit qu'ils Rai- 
% ſonnent : de la ſort la Liberte, qui garantit des Ef- 
« fets des ces memes Raiſonnements.” But you know 
that the Queſtion here, is not concerning the in- 
diſputable Right of the People to canvaſs their 
national Concerns; but the vicious Exceſs of 
a Propenſity to Politics, when it gives a wrong 
Bias to the Mind, and 1s attended with Circum- 
ſtances which create the ridiculous Abſurd. In 
this Light it was conſidered by Mr. Addiſon, who 
tells us in the Tazler &, that he deſigned his Paper 
| © for the Benefit of thoſe Citizens, who live more 
„ in a Coffee-houſe, than in their Shops, and 
ew « whoſe Thoughts are ſo taken up with the Af- 
| ce fairs of the Allies, that they forget their Cuſ- 
% tomers.” For the very ſame ſpecies of People, 
the Uphoiſterer was brought on the Stage, being 
perhaps as proper an Object of Ridicule, as mo- 
4 dern Ideas and Manners will afford. 
With regard to the Execution, I ſhall nor detain 
you any longer on that head, than to remark that 
to preſerve the Gravity, which is a ſpecific Quality 
in Mr. Addiſon's fine Vein of Humour, has been 
my Endeavour throughout the Whole; though [I 
| am not inſenſible that grave Humour is ſometimes 
| dangerous on the Stage. In the principal Charac- 
ter J conſidered myſelf rather deſcribing a Paſſion 
than a Man ; and this you remember is mentioned 
Ke” by an excellent Critic , to belong to the Province 
"8 | of Farce. For this Reaſon the UrHOLSTERER“'s 
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Scenes are ſtrongly tinctured with his predominant 
Foible; and as this Foible is generally fed and 
inflamed by a Swarm of political Writers, I judged 
it coincident with my Plan, to expoſe the Duplicity 
of their Conduct, by introducing the Character of 
PAMPHLET. 

This Character I have had the Pleaſure of ſeeing 
ſet off with all the exquiſite Strokes of ſo fine a 
Comic Genius as Mr. GarRick's, without, being 
indebted for Succeſs to the Aid of perſonal Satire, 
having entirely levelled it againſt thoſe, who are 
the ready Mercenaries of all Parties; and with all 
ſuch J have the Happineſs not to be acquainted. 

I could here enlarge in the juſt Praiſe of Mr. 
Woodward, Mr. Yates, and Mrs. Ci ve, Sc. but I 
have already deviated too far from the Purpoſe, I ſet 
out with ; which was not to inſcribe a Farce to you, 
for neither of us thinks ſo highly of theſe Mat- 
ters ; nor to become your Panegyriſt, for your ex- 
tended Reputation does not ſtand in need of it. 
My Intention was to embrace a public Oppor- 
tunity of ſubſcribing myſelf, 


S 1 
Your moſt Obedient, 
Very Humble Servant, 


The AUTHOR. 


Lincolu's Inn, 


7th April, 17 58. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Moss or. 


; Fo HEN frft, in falling Greece's evil Hour, 
Ambition aim'd at uni verſal Pow'r ; 

When the fierce Man of Macedon began 5 

Of a new Monarchy to form the Plan; 

"Each Greek (as fam'd Demoſthenes relates) 

Politically mad ud rave of States! 

And help'd to form, wher&er the Mob could meet, 

An Areopagus in ev'ry Street. 


What News, what News ? was their eternal cry; ! 


Philip fick ! then ſoar d their Spirits high, — 
Philip is well ! Dejection in each Eye, 
Athenian Coblers join'd in deep Debate, 

While Gold in ſecret undermin'd the State; 3 
Till Wiſdoms Bird the Vultur's Prey was made; C 
And the Sword gleam'd in Academus' Shade. | 


Now modern Philips threaten this our Land, 
What jay Britannia's Sons? — along the Strand 
What News ? ye cry; with the ſame Paſſion ſinit; 
And there at leaſt you rival Attic Wit. 

A Parliament of Porters here ſhall muſe 

On State Affairs“ ſwalb wing a Taylors News ;” 
For Ways and Means no ftarv'd Projector fleeps ; 
And ev'ry Shop ſome mighty Stateſman keeps; 

He Britain's foes, like Bobadil, can kill , 
Supply th' ExcytQuER, and neglect his Till. 

In ev'ry Ale-houſe Legiſlators meet; 

And Patriots ſettle Kingdoms in the Fleet, 


Jide the firſt Philippic. 


To 


PN . O00 U. 
To ſhew this Phrenzy in its genuine Light, 
3 A modern Newſmonger appears to Night , 
. Trick'd out fr rom Addiſon's accompliſh'd Page, 
| Behold ! th Upholſterer aſcends the 2 


9 No Miniſter ſuch Trials e' er hath ſteod; 
He turns a BANKRUPT for the public Good! 
Undone himſelf, yet full of England's 2 2 
A Politician ! neither Whig nor Tory 
Nor can ye high-or low the Quixote call; AF 
© He's Knight oth? Shire, and repreſents ye all,” . 


4s for the Bard, —— to you be yields bis Plan; 
For well he knows, you're candid where Jour cap. 
One only Praiſe he claims, — no Party-ſtrok e 
3 Here turns a public Character to joke. 
„ His Panacea is for all Degrees, 


For all have more or leſs f this Diſeaſe. 
Whatever his Succeſs, of this he's fire, 


There's Merit even to attempt the Cure. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N 


Qu1pnuxe, the Upholſterer, Mr. YaTzs. 
PAMPHLET. Mr. GARRICK. - 
Razor, a Barber, Mr. WoopwaRD. 
FzzBLz, -  - Mr. BLaxzs. 
BELLMOUR, _. Mr. Usrzr. 
 RovewtLL, 2" | |" [| Mr. PALMER. 
Copicir, a Lawyer e, Mr. TASWELL. 
Brisx, Mr. VERNON. 
Watchman, "6-0 Mr. CLoven, 
HARRIET, WIDE Mrs. YarTEs, 
TERMAGANT Mrs. CLIVx. 
Maid to FEEBLE. Mrs. StmysoN. 


* 


For the ſake of Brevity, Codicil's Scene is omitted in the Repri- 
ſentation, as are likewiſe a few "jars in the ſecond Af. 


17 AAT 191 


Benet 2 2 


VPHOLSTERER; 


What NEWS 5 


0000000000200000000009000 
ACT I. 
SCENE BEeLLMovu's Lodging. 


Enter BELLMOUR, beating BRISK. 


700% 
M BELL. 


ba Sirrah ! Rogue! Villain I'll teach you 
8 I will, you Raſcal, to ſpeak irreverently of her 
OR een 


BRIS k. 


R. Ballmour, —let me at Sir, —as I hope 0 
be ſav d, Sir——— 


BRISk. 
As I am a Sinner, Sir, I only mean. 
BELL. 
Only meant! You could not mean it, Jackanapes,- 
you had.no Meaning, — 


BRISK. 


— 
* r _ 


2 Th UPHOLSTERER; 
Why, no, Sr. thats: — Thing, Sir. —I had 


no Meaning. 
| 25 BELL. 


Then Sirrah, I'll make you know your Meaning for | 


the future 
w_ BRISk. 

Yes, Sir,. — to be ſure, Sir,. and yet upon my Word 
if you would be but a little cool, Sir, you'd find I am not 
much to blame, Beſides Maſter, you can't conceive the 
good it would do your Health, if you will but keep yqur 
Temper a little : | | 

BELL. 

Mighty well, Sir, give your Advice. 

RISK. 

bi. really now this ſame Love hath metamorphoſed 
us very ſtrangely, Maſter,for to be free; here 
have we been at this Work theſe ſix Weeks, —ſtark- 
ſtaring mad in Love with a Couple of Baggages not worth 
a Groat, and yet Heav'n help us! they have as much 
Pride as comes to the Share of a Lady of Quality before 
ſhe has becu caught in the Fact with a handſome young 
Fellow, — or indeed after ſhe has been caught, for that 


Matter, — -- 
| BELL, 


You won't have done Raſcal.— 
8 BBIsS k. | 

In ſhort, my yu Miftreſs and her Maid have as 
much Pride and Poverty as—as—no Matter what, they 
have the Devil and all, —when at the ſame Time eve 
Body knows the old broken Upholſterer Miſs Harriet's 
Father, might give us all he has in the World, and not eat 
the worſe Pudding on a Sunday for it. | | 
4:3 17 | BELL, 

Impious, execrable Athieft ! What, detract from Hea- 
ven | I'Il reform your Notions, I will, you ſauc 

1 I a þ * Y P . [beats him. 


BRIS k. 
Nay, but my dear Sir a little Patience, — not ſo 


A, 


Enter 
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Or; What News? = 3 
Enter RovEWELL, | 
Bellmour Re, . heads with 
P our , What at r with 
old Friend Brikt. 2 e "> 
ELL. 


Confuſion ! Mr. Rovewel! your Servant,—this is your 
Coing, Hang-dog. — Jack Rovewell I am glad to ſee 
CO, — 


Rove. 
Briſt uſed to be a good Servant,—he has not been 
tampering with any of his Maſter's Girls, has he? 
BELL. 
Do you know Roverwell that he has had the Impudence 
to talk detractingly and profanely of my Miſtreſs ? 
BRIS k. 
For which Sir, I have ſuffered inhumanly and moſt un- 
chriſtian-like, I aſſure you. 
Wore BeLL. 
Will you leave * Booby ? 
OVE. | 
Well, but R//maur, where does ſhe live? I'm but 
juſt arriv'd you know, and In go and beat up her 
| BELL. [ Half aſide.] 
. = up her Quarters !—(looks at him ſmilingly, then 
If aſide.) 
Favours to none; to all ſhe Smiles extends, 
Oft ſhe rejefts, but never once offends. 
[ fands muſomg.] 
Rove. 


Hey ! What fallen into a Reverie ! — Prithee Briſt 
what does all this mean ? 
BRISK. 
Why, Sir, you muſt know—T am over Head and Ears in 
—— — — 
Rove. 
But I mean your Maſter ; what ails him ? 
R 
hat's the very Thing I'm going to tell you Sir, —as 
ſaid, Sir, — I am 3 and Ears in Love with A 
B 2 whim- 
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whimſical, queer kind-of a Piece, here in the Neighbour- | 


hood, and ſo nothing caniferve my Maſter, but he muſt 
fall in Love with her Miſtreſs,. —look athim now Sir. 
[ Bellmour continues e and muttering is himſelfi] 
f OVER. 
— Ha, ha, ha, Poor Bellmour, I pity: thee with all my 
211. — — m 4 } 
[Strikes him on the Shoulder, then Iudicroufly repeats.] 


V Gads annihilate bath Space and Time 
And make two Lovers happy 


BELL. 

My dear Rowewell, ſuch a Girl, - ten Thouſand Capids 
play about her Mouth, Fu Rogue. 5 
OVER. 

Ten i houſand Pounds had better play about her Pocket. 
what Fortune has ſhe? - | 5 
Bm1sK. 
Heaven help us, not much to crack f 
Beux. 


Nat much to crack of Mr. Brazen.—prithee Rovewell, 
how can you be ſo ungenerous as to aſł ſuch a Queſtion ? 
You know I don't mind Fortune, though by the way 
ſhe has an Uncle who is determined to ſettle very hand- 
ſamely on her; and on the Strength of that, does ſhe give 
herſelf innumerable Airs... 
| Rove. $24 

Fortune not to be minded Ill tell you what Bellmour, 

tho” you have a good one already, there's no kind of In- 


convenience in a little more. I'm ſure if I had not minded 


Fortune, I might have been in Janmica ſtill, not worth 
a Sugar-Cane; but the Widow Malaſſes took a Fancy to 
me; Heaven, or a worfe Deſtiny has taken a Fancy 
to. her, and ſo after ten Vears Exile, and being turn'd 
a-drift by my Father, here am I again a warm Planter, 
and a Widower, moſt woefully tir c of Matrimony ;— 
but my dear Belfmour. we were both ſo overjoy'd to meet 
one another yeſterday Evening, juſt as I arriv'd in Town, 
that I did not hear a Syllable from you of your Love Fit: 
How, when, and where did this happen? . 8 

4 s ELL 
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O,, What News?! 6 
Oh !—by the moſt fortunate Accident that ever was,. 
I'll tell thee Roverwel/: I was going one Night from the 


Tavern about Six Weeks ago, —I had been there with a 


Parcel of Blades whoſe only Joy is center'd in their Bottle, 
and faith till this Accident I was no better myſelf, - but 
ever ſince I am grown quite a new Man. 

| Rove. 

Ay, a new Man indeed Who in the Name of Won- 
der would take thee, . ſunk as thou art into a muſing, 
moping, melancholy Lover, for the gay Charles Bellmour 
whom I knew in the }2/t- Indres 

BELL. | 

Poh, that is not mentioned, —you know my Father 
took me againſt my Will from the Univerſity, and con- 
ſigned me over to the academic Diſcipline of a Man of 
War; fo that to prevent a Dejection of Spirits, I was 
oblig'd to run into the oppoſite Extreme,—as you yourſelf 
were wont to do. 

Rovx. 

Why, yes, I had my Moments of Reflection, and was 
glad to diffipate them You know I always told there 
was ſomething extraordinary in my Story; and ſo there is 
ſtill, I ſuppoſe it muſt be cleared up in a few Days now 
I'm in no Hurry about it tho* ; I muſt ſee the Town a little 
this Evening, and have my Frolick firſt. But to the Point 


Bellmour, you was going from the Tavern you ſay, — 


BELL. 

Yes, Sir, about two in the Morning, and I perceived an 
unuſual Blaze in the Air,—I was in a rambling Humour, 
and fo reſfoly'd to know what it was. 

Bris k. 

I, and my Maſter went together Sir.. 

| BELL. 

Oh!] Rovewell / my better Stars ordain'd it to light me 
on to Happineſs ;——by ſure Attraction led, I came to the 
very Street where a Houſe was on Fire ; Water-Engines 
playing, Flames aſcending, all Hurry, Confuſion, and 

iſtreſs; when on a ſudden the Voice of Deſpair, Sil- 
ver ſweet, came thrilling down to my very Heart —Poors 

ear, 
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dear, —_— = con ſhe do, _ the Neighboirs ? 

in ſhe ſcream'd, ire gathering Force, arid gaini 
<< her every Inſtant ;-—here Ma'am faid I, hows ine 
my Arms, I'Il be ſure to receive you ;—and wou'd you 
think it? down ſhe came, — my dear Rovewell, ſuch a 
Girl !-—I caught her in my Arms you Rogue, ſafe, without 
Harm. The dear naked Venus, juſt riſen from her Bed, my 
— 72 ſlender Waiſt Rovewell, the downy Smooth- 
neſs of her whole Perſon, and her Limbs * harmonious, 
<« ſwell'd by Nature's . Hand. 

Raptures, and Paradiſe What Seraglio in Covent · 
Garden did you carry her to ? | 

BELL. 
There again now! Do, prithee correct your Way of 
Thinking, take a quantum ſufficit of virtuous Love, and 
ify your Ideas.—-Her lovely Baſhfulneſs, her delicate 
ears, — her Beauty heighten'd and endear'd by Diſtreſs, 
diſpers'd my wildeſt Thoughts, and melted me into Ten- 
derneſs Reſpect. : 
But Bellmour, ſurely ſhe has not the Impudence to be 
modeſt after you have 1 of her Perſon. 
ELI. 

My Views are honourable I aſſure you, Sir; but her Fa- 
ther is ſo abſurdly poſitive— The Man's diſtracted about 
the Balance of Power, and will give his Daughter to none 
but a Politician. When there was an Execution in his 
Houſe, he thought of nothing but the Camp at Pyrna, 
and now he's a Bankrupt, his Head runs upon Ways and 
Means, and Schemes for paying off the national Debt : 
The Affairs of Europe — all his Attention, while the 
Diſtreſſes of his lovely 1 paſs unnoticed. | 

OVE. 
- Ridiculous enough ! — But why do you mind him? 
Why don't you go to Bed to the Wench at once ?—Take 
her into Keeping Man. 


BELL. 


How can you talk ſo affrontingly of her ?—Have ns 


* 1 b 
Ix 

I 
: 

{ 

4 
| 
F 


. 8 « 
= 


SO 3 a 


. * 
CA 


* 


* 
A 
” 
* 
* 4 
3 
* 
* 


Or, What News? 7 
told you tho? her Father is muin'd, ſtill ſhe has great Ex- 


pectancies from a rich Relation! | 
Rove. 


Then what do you ſtand watering at the Mouth for ? 

If ſhe is to have Money enough to pay for her China, 
her Gaming Debts, her Dogs, and her Monkeys, marry 
her then, if you needs muſt be enſnar'd ; be in a Fool's 
Paradiſe for a Honey-Moon, then eome to yourſelf, won- 
der at what you've done, and mix with honeſt Fellows 
again; carry her off I ſay, and never ſtand whining for 
the Father's Conſent, - 

ELL, 


_ her off I like the Scheme, will you aſſiſt 
me 


Rove. 

No, no, there I beg to be excus'd. Don't you remember 
what the Satyriſt ſays, “ Never marry while there's 
% a Halter to be had for Money, or a Bridge to afford a 
convenient Leap.“ | 
BeLL. 

Prithee leave Fooling. — 
| N - Rov E. 6. 

I am in ſerious Earneſt I affure you; I'll drink with you, 
2 with you, go into any Scheme or Frolic with you, 

ut war Matrimony.—Nay, if you'll come to the Tavern 
this Evening, I'Il drink your Miſtreſs 's Health in a Bum- 
per; but as to your conjugal Scheme, Þ'll have nothing to 
do with that Buſineſs poſitively. | 
BELL. 

Well, well, I'Il take you at your word, and meet 
you at ten exactly at the ſame Place we were at laſt _ ; 
then and there ['ll let you know what further Meaſures 
I've concerted. 


. Rove, 
Till then, Farewell, a- propos, do you know that I've 
ſeen none of my Relations yet? 
ELL. 

Time enough To-morrow. 
A T TÞ = ell Serv 
Ay, ay, Lo-morrow will do,-well, your Servant. 

. e Et Rovewell, 


® 
-. 7 — 
„ 3 5 


. UPHOLSTERER, 


BIX. 

e >. Sau = the- * 123 Stair 
and d'ye hear, come to me-into my Study that I may give 
you a. Letter to Harriet, and hark ye, Sir, — Be ſure 
you ſee Harriet yourſelf; and let me have no Meſſages 
from: that/officious' Go-between, her Mrs, Slipſap of a 
Maid, with-her unintelligible: Jargon of hard Words, of 
which ſhe neither knows the ing nor Pronun- 
ciation. (Exit Briſk.) LI write to her this Moment, ac- 

by ther. 17 * 2 — . and, if poſ- 

e, make her mine this ve it repeating. 

— fir/t taught Letters "for ſome Wreich's Aid, wy 


Some baniſb d Lever, or ſome captive Maid. 
SCENE The Upbalſterer's Houſe. 
Emer, HARRIET and TERMAGANT-. 
| TERN. 
ELL, but Mam, he has made love to you ſix 
x ? Weeks ſucceſsfully ; he has been as conſtant in his 
Moors poor Gentleman; ass if y@u had the Subverſion of a 


State to ſettle upon him — and if he flips thro? yeur Fin- 
gers, now ee a, ue have 4 . to 2 it to but 


ai Ko uY 
EY Han: | 
Lard Termagant, how: you run 1 tell'you again 


and again my Pride was —— becauſe he ſeemed to pre- 
ſume his Opa, and my Father's Diſtreſſes. 


TERM. 
La, Miſs Harriet, how can you be fo paradropfca in in f 
* L a 


5 | Han. ; 
Well, buty ou inks tho my Father's Affairs are ruin'd \ 

T am not in 4 deſperate a Way ; conſider my Uncle's For- 
tune is no Trifle, and I think'that Profj peel intiles me to | 
give myſelf a few Airs before I reſigu my "Perſon, | 
I M ——— þ 

nt ye Ma' am, you have v reten ions; but 

then it's waking for Gead Men's 1714 venture to be 

| rjur'd Mr. Bellmour ne' er ine an "Ow of your 
ese S er 
Har, 


. 2 . 
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her the 7 


Su chat. * 
3 | TenMacant, 
- Cuppoſe Ma'am—I my it djputably to be ſo. 
- Har. 
 Tadiputably I - gueſs you mean ';=—bat I'm tired of 
wrangling with you — Words. e 
ERM. 


8 troth you're in the right ort theres ne'er a 
het ah 


| old. England, (as your Father calls it) is Miſtreſs 
of, ſuch" Phiſiolagy, as I ani. Incertain I am, as how you 
does not know nobody that puts their Words together with 
ſuch a Curacy as myſelf. I once lived with a Miſtus, 
Ma'am, — Miftus! —She was a Lady — a great Brewer's 


Wife! — and ſhe wore as fine Cloaths, as any Perſon of 


Quality, let ar "end as 22 ſhe will and ſhe uſed 


| to call me-—Tarmagant, aps the, —What's the Sierif- 
I always 


cation of ſuch a Word told her | told 
of all —— though I could not 


mportation- 
help laughing, Miſs Harriet, to ſee fo fine a Lady ſuch a 


downright noranimus. 


Har. 
Well;—but/pray now Termagant, would you have me 
directly upon being aſked" the — throw 2 into 


| the Arms of a Man ? 


6 le TERM. 

O'm y Conſcience you did throw yourkif.into his Arms 
with farce a Shift on, x s what you did. 
| "" 

Yes, but that was a Leap in the Dark, when there was 
no Time to think of it. 

| Tex. | 

Welt, it des not ſignify Argifying, I wiſh we were 
both warm in Bed; you with Mr. Bellmour, and I with 
his Coxcomb of a Man ; ; inſtead of being manured here with 
arr old crafy F oot —axing your pardon Ma'am, for calling 
your Father ſo—but he is a Fool, and the worſt of Fools, 
with his Policies — when * Houſe is full of Statues of 


. | | 
C N 
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e 263i c BELL. | 

Rovewell, yours, —ſee the Gentleman down Stairs. 
and d'ye hear, come to me into my Study that I may give 
you a Letter to Harriet, and hark ye, Sir, — Be ſure 
you ſee Harriet yourſelf; and let me have no Meſſages 
from that officious' Go-between, her Mrs. Slipſſap of a 
Maid, with her unintelligible Jargon of hard Words, of 
which ſhe neither knows the Meaning nor Pronun- 
ciation.— (Exit Briſk.) I'll write to her this Moment, ac- 
quaint her with the ſoft Tumult of my Deſires, and, if poſ- 
{ible, make her mine this very Night.— [ Exit repeating. 5 
il Love fir/t taught Letters for ſome Wretch's Aid, ; 
it | Some baniſh'd Lever, or ſome captive Maid. 


1 i 
jb SCENE The Upbolſterer's Houſe. 4 
it Enter HARRIET and TERMAGANT. f 
Cf : * s # #þ , 4 
il TERM. 1 


E L L, but Ma' am, he has made love to you fix 
Weeks ſucceſ5fully ; he has been as conſtant in his 


| | Moors poor Gentleman, as if you had the Subverſion of a 
| State to ſettle upon him — and if he flips thro' your Fin- 
1 | gers, now Ma'am, you have nobody to depute it to but 


yourſelf. 4 
| 10 Har. P | 
| Lard Termagant, how you run on! — ] tell you again 


and again my Pride was touched, becauſe he ſeemed to pre- 
ſume on his Qpulence, and my Father's Diſtreſſes. 


— a —— —— 


—_ 


CT CTY „„ „ — — 


Well, but you know tho my Father's Affairs are ruin'd 

I am not in ſo deſperate a Way; conſider my Uncle's For- 

tune is no Trifle, and I think that Proſpe& intiles me to 
give myſelf a few Airs before I refiga my Perſon. 

TERM. en 

I grant ye Ma' am, you have very good Pretenſions; but 

then it's waiting for dead Men's Shoes: I'Il venture to be 

erjur'd Mr. Bellmour neer difclaim'd an Idear of your 

Father's Diſtreſs 3 
HAR. 


; TERM. 
| La, Miſs Harriet, how.can you be ſo paradropſical in 
. your Pinions? | * 7 


OS — — —— — —— —— — 
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Har, 
Suppoſing that. | 
' TERMAGANT.. 
Suppoſe Ma'am—I _— it diſputably to be ſo. 
| AR. 
Indiſputably J gueſs you mean; — but I'm tired of 
wrangling with you — Words. e 
ERM. 


By my troth you're in the right on't ;— there's ne'er a 
ſhe in all old England, (as your Father calls it) is Miſtreſs 
of ſuch Phiſiolagy, as I am. Incertain I am, as how you 
does not know nobody that puts their Words together with 
ſuch a Curacy as myſelf, I once lived with a Miſtus, 
Ma'am, — Miftus! — She was a Lady — a great Brewer's 


Wife | — and ſhe wore as fine Cloaths, as any Perſon of 


Quality, let her get up as early as ſhe will—and ſhe uſed 
to call me Tarmagant, ſays ſhe, — What's the S:gr:fi- 
cation of ſuch a Word — and I always told ber — I told 
her the Vnportation of all my Words, thongh I could not 
help laughing, Miſs Harriet, to ſee fo fine a Lady ſuch a 
downright [gnoranimus. | | 

Har. 

Well, —but pray now Termagant, would you have me 
directly upon being aſked the Queſtion, throw myſelf into 
the Arms of a Man ? 

eo ds 7 TERM. 

O' my Conſcience you did throw yourſelf into his Arms 
with ſcarce a Shift on, that's what you did. 

Han. 

Ves, but that was a Leap in the Dark, when there was 

no Time to think of it. 6 
Om TERM. 

Well, it does not ſignify Argifying, I wiſh we were 
both warm in Bed; you with Mr. Bellmour, and I with 
his Coxcomb of a Man; inſtead of being manured here with 
an old craſy Fool —axing your pardon Ma'am, for calling 
your Father ſo—but he is a Fool, and the worſt of. Fools, 
with his Policies — when his Houſe is full of Statues of 


Bangereſſy. | 
C | Has, 
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Har. 
It's too true Tarmagant,—yet he's my Father ſtill, and 
I can't help loving him. ; 
TRM. 
. Fiddle faddle, —Love him !— he's an Anecdote againſt 
Ve. 
Har, 
_ Huſh! here he comes !— 
| TERM. | 
No, it's your Uncle Feeble, poor Gentleman, I pity's 


him, eaten up with Infirmaries, to be taking ſuch pains 


with a Madman, 
Enter F EEBLE, 
| Har. 
Well Uncle, have you been able to conſole him ? 
FEEBLE. | 


He wants no Conſolation Child, —lackaday, — I'm fo 
infirm I can hardly move.— I found him tracing in the 
Map, Prince Charles of Lorraine's Paſſage over the Rhine, 
and comparing it with Julius Czſar's, 

TERM. | 
An old Blockhead—T've no Patience with bim with his 
Fellows coming after him every Hour in the Day with. 


News. Well now I wiſhes there was no ſuch a Thing as 


a News-paper in the World, with ſuch a Pack of Lies, 
and ſuch a deal of Jab- jab every Day. 
ä FEEBLE. | 

Ay, there were three or four ſhabby Fellows with him 
when I went into his Room ! can't get him to think of 
appearing before the Commiſſioners To- morrow, to diſ- 
cloſe his Effects; but I'll ſend my Neighbour Counſellor 
Codicil to him, — don't be dejected Harriet, my poor Siſter, 
your Mother, was a good Woman; I love you for her 
fake, Child, and all 1 am worth, ſhall be yours — But 
I muſt be going,—I find myſelf but yery ill; good Night, 
Harriet, good Night. | 
N [Exit Feeble. 


You'll give me leave to ſee you to the Door, Sir. 
5 | [Exit Harriet. 
TERM. 
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| TERM. 

O' my Conſcience this Maſter of mine within here, 
might have pick d up his Crums as well as Mr. Feeble, if 
he had any /dear of his buſineſs, I'm ſure if I had not 
hopes from Mr. Feeble, I ſhould not tarry in this Houſe— 
By my Troth, if all who have nothing to ſay to the 'farrs 
of the Nation, would mind their own Buſineſs, and thoſe 
who ſhould take care of our *fa:rs, would mind their Buſi- 
neſs too, I fancy poor old England (as they call it) would 
fare the better among *em— This old crazy Pate within 
here—playing the Fool—when the Man is paſt his grand 
Cltemneſter. [Exit Termagant. 


SCENE diſcovers QUIDNUNC at a Table, with News Pa- 
pers, Pamphlets, &c. all around him, 


Qv1D. 


Six and three is nine—ſeven and four is eleven, and 
carry one — let me ſee, 126 Million — 199 Thouſand, 
328 — and all this with about — where, where's the a- 
mount of the Specie ? Here, here — with about 15 Mil- 
lion in Specie, all this great Circulation ! good, good, — 


- why then how are we ruined ?— how are we ruined ?— 


What ſays the Land-Tax at 4 Shillings in the Pound, twe 
Million I now where's my new Aſſeſſment? — here, — 
here, the 5th part of Twenty, 5 in 2 I can't, but 5 in 20 
(pauſes) right, 4 times — why then upon my new Aſſeſſ- 
ment there's 4 Million— how are we ruined ? — what 
lays, Malt, Cyder, and Mum, —eleven and carry one, 
naught and go 2—good, good, Malt, Hops, Cyder, and 
Mum ; then there's the Wine Licence, and the Gin Act 
The Gin Act is no bad Article —if the People will ſhoot 
Fire down their Throats, why in a Chriſtian Country they 
ſhould pay as much as poſſible for Suicide - Salt! good 
Sugar, very good Window lights —good again ! — 
Stamp Duty, that's not ſo well—lt will have a bad Effect 
upon the News-Papers, and we ſhan't have enough of Po- 
litics—But there's the aac) "ian my new Scheme 


for a Lottery? Here it is— oy for the Amount 7 the 
2 ole 
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whole—How are we ruin'd? 7 and carry nought ——— 
nought and carry one 


Enter TERMAGANT. 
TERM. 


| Qviy. | 
Hold your Tongue you Baggage, you'll put me out 
nought and carry one. 


Sir, Sir,— 


. 


TERM. 
Counſellor Cadicil will be with you preſently 
; Quid. © 
Prithee be quiet Woman—how are we ruined ? 
TERM. 
Ay, I'm confidius as how you may thank yourſelf for 
your own Nuination. 


Qv1D. 
Ruin the Nation !—hold your Tongue you Jade, I'm 
roving the Supplies within the Year, — how many did I 


age) 
TERM. 
Yes, you've carried your Pigs to a fine Market 
Qui. 
Get out of the Room, Huſſey - you Trollop, get out of 
the Room - [turning ber out.] 


Enter Razor, with Suds on his Hands, &c. 


Quid. 
Friend Razor, I am glad to ſee thee—well haſt got any 


News? 
RAzoR. 

A Budget! I left a Gentleman half ſhaved in my Sh 
over the way; it came into my Head of a ſudden, fo 
could not be at eaſe till Q told you 

UID. 

That's kind, that's kind Friend Razor=never mind the 

Gentleman, he can wait.— 
RAZzoR. 
Yes, ſo he can, he can wait.— 


Qi. 
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de: Qi. 
Come, now let's hear, what is't ? ; 
Razor. 
I ſhay'd a great Man's Butler to Day.— 
Qv1D. 
Did ye? 
| Razob- 
I did. -- 
Qv1d. 
Ay; | 5 
; RazoR. 
Very true. (both ſhake their Heads.) 
PN Qum. 
What did he ſay ? 
3 RAZz OR. 
Qviyp. 
Hum —how did he look. 
RaAzoR, 
Full of Thought. 
Qui. 
Ay! full of Thought — what can that mean? 
Razor. 
It muſt mean ſomething. (Aaring at each other.) 
Quid. 
Mayhap ſomebody may be going out of Place. 


RAZOR. 
Like enough,—there's ſomething at the Bottom, when 
a great Man's Butler looks grave, things can't hold out in 
this manner, Maſter Quidnunc ] ingdoms riſe and 
fall !=-Luxury will be the ruin of us all, it will indeed. 
| (Stares at him, ) 


UID. 
Pray now, Friend Razor, do you find Buſineſs as current 
now as before the War ? 
RazoR. 
No, no, I have not made a Wig the Lord knows when, 
I can't mind it for thinking of my poor Country. 
Quad. 
That's generous, Friend Razor-- 
85 Razor. 
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RAZok. 

Yes, I can't gi'my Mind to any for thinking of m 
Country, and when I was in Bedlam, it was the ſame, 
cou'd think of nothing elſe in Bedlam, but poor old Eng- 
land, and fo they ſaid as how I was incurable for it,— 


Qui. 
S' bodikins? they might as well ſay the ſame of me. 
RAZOR, 


So they might—well, your Servant Mr. Quidnunc, II 
85 now and ſhave the reſt of the Gentleman's Face Poor 
Id England, (Ibs and ſhakes his Head) going. 
UID. 
But hark ye, Friend Razor, aſk the Gentleman if he 
has got any News.— | 


RAsok. 
I will, I will. 
Qui. 
And d'ye hear, come and tell me if he has. 
/ RAZ ok. 


I will, I will — poor Old England. (going returns) O, 
Mr. Quidnunc, I want to aſk you pray now— 


Enter TERMAGAN Tr. 


TERM. | 

Gemini! Gemini! — How can a Man have fo little 
Difference for his Cuſtomers — 

| Qv1D. 
I tell you, Mrs. Malapert.— 
TERM. 

And I tell you the Gentleman keeps ſuch a Bawling 
vonder, for ſhame, Mr. Razor — you'll be a Bankrupper 
like my Maſter, with ſuch a Houſe full of Children as you 
have, pretty little things—that's what you will 

RazoR. 

I'm a coming, I'm a coming, Mrs. Termagant— I fay 
Mr. Puidnunc, I can't ſleep in my Bed for thinking what 
will come of the Proteſtants, if the Papiſts ſhould get the 
better in the preſent War. — : 

Qu1D. 

I'll tell you — The Geographer of our Coffee-houſe 

was ſaying the gther Day, that there is an huge bs 4 
N 3 . an 


Or, What News? Is 
Land about.the Pole, where the Proteſtants may retire, 
and that the Papiſts will never be able to beat 'em thence, 
if the northern Powers hold together, and the grand Turk 
make a Diverſion in their Favour. 
RAZOR, | 
That makes me eaſy — I'm glad the Proteſtants will 
know where to go if the Papiſts ſhou'd get the better 
going returns) Oh! Mr. Quidnunc — hark'ye — India 
Bonds are riſen. 
: a Qv1D . 
Are they ?—how much ? 
RAZOR. 
A Few Pedlar ſaid in my Shop as how they are riſen 
three Sixteenths— 
Quay, 


Why then that makes ſome Amends for the Price of 
Corn 

2 RAzok. 

So it does, ſo it does, if they but hold up and the Pro- 
teſtants know where to go, I ſhall then have a Night's 


Reſt mayhap.— [Exit Razor. 
| Quin. 
T ſhall never be rightly eaſy till thoſe careening Wharfs 
at Gibraltar are repaired— 
TL ERA. 
. Fiddle for your Dwarfs, impair your ruin'd Fortune, do 
at. 
Qv1D. 


If only one Ship can heave down at a time, there will 
be no End of it — and then, why ſhould Watering be fo 
tedious there ? | 

TERM. 

Look where your Daughter comes, and yet you'll be 
ruinating about Give - a-halter, while that poor thing is 
breaking her Heart. 

Enter HARRIET. 


Quid. 


It's one Comfort, hewever, they can always kave freſh 
Proviſions in the Mediterranean— 


Har, 
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.H 
© Dear «digits what's the Medterrann rens in our 
ation 1 4 


The Mediterranean, W Why if we fol _ the 
nn. we re all . 7 
_ Har, 
| Dear Sir, that's an" are undone already— 
UID 
No, no,—here, here Child—1 have raiſed the Supplies 
within the Year, 
TERM: 


Itell you; you're a lunadic Man, 
Quip. 
Ves, yes, I'm a Lunatic to be ſure—I tell you, Harriet, 
I have ſaved a gread deal out of my Affairs for you— 
AR. 
For Heav'n's fake, Sir, don't: do that you muſt give 
up my thing, my Uncle * Lenne will be here to 
talk with you about it— vie 


VID. 

Poh, pol I tell you, TI know what I'm about; —you 
ſhall have my Books and . and all . 
of the Powers at War.— 

Hax. 
And ſo make me a Politician, Sir ? | 
Qui. 
It would be the Pride of my Heart to find I had got a 
Politician. in Pettycoats —a Female Machiavel / — S'bodi- 
kins, you might then know as much as moſt People that 
talk in Coffee-houſes, and who knows but in time you 
_ be a Maid of n or Sweeper of the Mal, or— 
. 
"Dear Sir, don't I ſee what you have got by Politics ? 
Qui. 

Pſhaw ! my Country's of more Conſequence to me, 
and let me tell you, you can't think too much of your 
Country in theſe worſt of Times ;.for Mr. Monitor has 
told us, that Affairs in the North, and the Proteſtant In- 
tereſt, begin to grow TICKLISH. 


TERM. 
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TERM. 
And your Daughter's Affairs are very TICKLEH too, 
I'm ſure 
Has. 
Prithee Termagant——— 
TERM. 
I muſt ſpeak to him know you are in a very TICK- 
LISH Situation, Ma'am. 


Qv1d, 
T tell you, you Trull 


But I am convicted it is ſo—and the Poſture of my Af- 
fairs is very TICKLISH too—and ſo I imprecate that 


Mr. Bellmour wou'd come, and,---- 


: UID. | 
Mr. Bellmour come Tn you, Mrs. Saucebox, that 
my Daughter ſhall never be married to a Man that has not 
better Notions of the Balance of Power. 
TERM. 
But what Purviſion will you make for her now with 


our Balances ? 
* Qv1p, 


There again now Why do you think I don't know 
what I'm about? I' look in the Papers for a Match for 

ou, Child; there's often good Matches advertiſed in the 
Patnrs—Tvi betide it, —Evil betide it— ! I once thought 
to have ſtruck a great Stroke, that would have aſtoniſhed 
all Europe, — I thought to have married my Daughter to 
Theodore King of Corſica _—_ 


AR, 
What, and have me periſh in a Jail, Sir ! 
Qu1D. 

S'bobikins my Daughter would have had her Coronation- 
Day ;---I ſhould have been allied to a crowned Head, and 
been FIRST LORD OF THE TREASURY OF Cors1ca! 
—— But come, — now I'll go and talk over the London 
Evening, till the Gazette comes in!] ſhan't fleep to night 
unleſs I ſee the Gazette. 


| SN Enter 


= 
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Politician in Pettycoats a Fe emale Aachiavel / 8 
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2 whats the Laden een in our 


— * 


mmm we re all 
a1 Dear Sir, en e i 


Qui. 
No, no, —here, here Cbild—1 have raiſed the Soppic 
within the Year, 
Team 


_ tell you; you're a lunadic. Man, high. 48 | 4 
Qui. 
Yes, yes, I'm a Lunatic. tobe ſure -I. tell you, Harriet, 


Thave ſaved a gread deal out of my Affairs for rr 


AR. 
For Heav'n's ſake, Sir, don't; do that you muſt gi 
up every thing, my Uncle. Feeble's Lawyer Nile eo to 
talk with you about it: 
UID. 


| Poh, poh, I tell you, I know what I'm about ; 
ſhall have my Books and P Rn 
of the Powers at War.— OE, A” I 

-: Aid fo ker a0. 9 Palin, Sir? 


Qv1D. 
It would be the Pride of my Heart to and 1 EW: 


I Rte 


might then know as. much as moſt People chat 


kins, you 


talk in "Coffee-houſes, and who knows but in time you 


_ be a Maid of as, eee of the Mall, Of 
AR. 8 
Den Sir, d f for mas gem have b. by Politics ? 
UID. 
Pſhaw ! my Country's of mare Conſequence to me, 
and let me tell you, yo can't think too much of your 
Country in theſe worſt of Times; fog Mr. Monitor has 


told us, chat Affairs in the North, and the Proteſtant In- 


tereſt, begin to grow TICKLISH. 
| TERM. 


The Moditerraneen, „ Wh it we Ghoul e the 
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Term. | 
And your Daughter's Affairs are very TICKLEH too, 
I'm ſure. —— | 
HaR. 
Prithee Jermagant 
—— — Ick 
I muſt ſpeak to him know you are in a very - 
LISH Situation, Ma'am. ; 


| Qui. 
I tell you, you Trull 
TERM. 


But I am convicted it is ſo—and the Poſture of my Af- 
fairs is very TICK LISH too—and fo I imprecate that 


Mr. Bellmour wou'd come, and,---- 


; UID. 

Mr. Bellmour come |! Nel you, Mrs. Saucebox, that 
my Daughter ſhall never be married to a Man that has not 
better Notions of the Balance of Power. | 

TERM. 

But what Purviſian will you make for her now with 
your Balances ? | 

| Qui. 


There again now !-— Why do you think I don't know 
what I'm about? I'H look in the Papers for a Match for 
ou, Child; there's often good Matches advertiſed in the 
Pans Kew betide it. Evil betide it! I once thought 
to have ſtruck a great Stroke, that would have aſtoniſhed 
all Europe,. — I thought to have married my Daughter to 


Theodore King * 
| AR, 
What, and have me periſh in a Jail, Sir! 
Qu1D. 


S'bobikins my Daughter would have had her Coronation- 
Day ;- -I ſhould have been allied to a crowned Head, and 
been FIRST LORD OF THE TREASURY OF Corsica! 
— But come, — now I'll go and talk over the London 
Evening, till the Gazette comes in ſhan't fleep to night 
unleſs I ſee the Gazette. | 


D Enter 
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Enter Cod 1011. 


Copic. 
i Mr. Quidnunc your Servant—the Door was open, and 


I entered upon the Premiſſes=-]'m juſt come from the Hall, 


MI FE 5 IM Þ is. | | 
S'bodikins! This Man is now come to keep me at Home. 
Le Cop1c. $7 
Upon my Word Miſs Harriet's-a very pretty young Lady 
as pretty a young Lady as one would deſire to have and 
to bold. a'am your moſt obedient; I have drawn m 
Friend Feeble's Will, in which you have all his Goods — 


Chattles, Lands 8 1 
AR. 
I thank you Sir, for the Information 
| Copic. 5 


And I hope ſoon to draw your Marriage Settlement for 
my Friend Mr. Bellmour. 
£58 PL la 

O Lud! Sir, not a Word of that before my Father 
I wiſh you'd try, Sir, to get him to think of his Affairs 
$21 | Copic _ 
Why yes, I have Inſtructions for that Purpoſe; Mr, 
Quidnunc, I am ir expound the Law to you, 
$ UID. 

What, the Law of Nations? 

1 N Z r 

I am inſtructed, Sir, that you're a Bankrupt Quai 
bancus ruptus— Banque route fair and my Inſtructions 
ſay further, that you are ſummoned to appear before the 
Commiſſioners To-morro e e i pls 


8 Qui. 
That may be, Sir, but I can't go To- morrow, and fo I 
ſhall ſend em Word am to be To-morrow at Slaughter's 
Coffee houſe with a private Committee about Buſineſs of 
great Conſequence to the Affairs of Eyrope—— "' * 
eh e | 
Then, Sir, if you don't go, I muſt inſtru you, that 
you'll be guilty of a Felony: it will deem'd to be 2 
; Hg 3 . mals 


| *% _ rated þ A og . 
r : Is 85 
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malo Auimo—it is held ſo in the Books —and what ſays the 
Statute? By the 5th George 2d, Cap. 30. Not . 
or imbezzeling is F clony without Benefit of Clergy. 

ID. 

Ay,—you tell me News 

Cote. 

Give me leave, Sir.! am inſtructed to expound the 
Law to you; Feleny is thus deſcribed in the Books Felo- 
nia, ach Hotoman, de Vetbis feudalibus, fignificat capi tals 
facinus, a capital Offence. | 

Qv1p. 


You tell me News, you do indeed. 


Copic; 
It was ſo apprehended by the Goths, and the . 


and what (aich Sir Edward Coke? Fieri debeat felleo animo. 


UID, 

You've told me — did not know it was F elony; 3 
but if the Flanders Mail ſhould come in while I am there 
I ſhall know nothing at all of it—— 

Copic. 
But why ſhould you be uneaſy ? cui bono, Mr. OO 
cui bono? 
-Qu1 D. 
Not uneaſy ! If the Papiſts ſhould beat the Proteſtants— 
Sone. 
= I tell you, they can get no Advantage of us. 'TheLaws 
gainſt the farther rowth of Popery will ſecure us there 
w. . Proviſces in F avour of Proteftant Purchaſers under Pa- 
piſts——1oth Geo. I. Cap. 4 and 6 Geo. II. Cap. 5. 


Qui. 
Ay! 


Copic. 
And beſides Popiſb Recuſants can't carry Arms, ſo can 
have no Right of 9 Vi & armis. 
| UID. 
That s true - that's true—Pm eaſier in \ my Mind 
Copic. | 
To be ſure, What are you uneaſy about? The Papiſts 
aan have no Claim to Sileſia—— 


D 2 Quid. 


W Rites. cans. Pe I HT — 
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bet, ! Qui. 

Cam t they ? 

1 Copic. 

No, they can ſet up no Claim If the Queen on her 
Marriage had put all her Lands into this . then indeed— 
and it ſeemeth, ſaith Littleton, that this Word ge its 

m Engliſha Pudding— 

Quin. 

- You reaſon very clearly, Mr. Codicil, upon the Rights 
of the Powers at War, and ſo now if you will, 1 am ready 
to talk a little of my Affairs. 

Copic. 

Nor does the Matter reſt here; for how can ſhe ſet up 
2 Claim, when fhe has made a Conveyance t to the Houſe 
of Brandenburgh ? the Law, Mr. Quidnunc is very ſevere 
againſt fraudulent * 

UID. ; 
S bodkins, you have ſatisfied me 
-  Copic. 

Why therefore then—if he will levy Fines and ſuffer a 

common Recovery; he can bequeath it as he likes in feodum 
femplex, provided : takes care to put in /e Heres, 


ad of — th h d 
I'm hearti] it, —ſo that with regard to m 
a F 
Covic. 
f Why then ſuppoſe ſhe was to bring it to a Tryal at 
a —— 
Qi. 
1 ſay with regard to the full Diſcloſure of my Effects— 
ODIC. 


What wou'd ſhe get by that ?—it would go off upon a 


ſpecial Pleading—and as to Equity— ' 
Quin. 


Pray muſt I now ſurrender my Books and my N 
phlets ? 0 a7 
Copic. 


What wou'd Equity do for her? Equity can't relieve 
her, he might keep her at leaſt twenty Years before a 


Maſter to ſettle the Account 
Qu1D, 


— 
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| Qvid. ' | 
Tou have made me eaſy about the Proteſtants in this 
War, you have indeed — ſo that with regard to my ap- 
pearing before the Commiſſioners, 


Copic. 

And as to the Ban of the Empire, he may demur to that. 

For all Tenures by Knight's Service are aboliſhed, and the 

Statute 12 Char. II. has declared all Lands to be held 
under a Common Socage. | 

Qu1D. : 

Pray now, Mr, Codicil, muſt not my Creditors appear 


| to prove their Debts ?— 


Copic. | 
Why therefore then, if they're held in Common Socage, 
I ſubmit it to the Court, whether the Empire can have 
any Claim to Knight's Service; — they can't call to him 
for a ſingle Man for the Wars—Unum Hominem ad Guer- 
ram ;—for what is Common Socage ?—Socagium idem eſt 
guod ſervitium ſoce,—the Service of the Plough. 


Qi. 
I am ready to attend em But pray now, when my 
Certificate is ,—it is of great Conſequence to me 


to know this. 1 ſay, Sir, when my Certificate is ſigned. 
Mayn't I then—Hey ! (farting up) Hey! What do 
I hear? | 
Copic. | 
I apprehend, — I humbly conceive when your Cer- 
tificate 1s ſigned, ——— * | | 
ID. 
Hold your Tongue Man — did not I hear the Gazette? 
Newſman, (within) 9 News in the London · Gaxette. 
; | UID. 
Yes, yes it is — it is the Gazette —= Termagant run 
you Jade, (turns her out) Harriet fly, it is the Gazette. 
| (turns her out. 
| _ Copic. 5 
The Law in that Caſe, Mr. Quidnunc, prima facie.— 
| | ID. 
can't hear you, —I have not Time,. Termagant, 
run, make Haſte.— [ lamps violently.] 
Copic. 
I lay, Sir, it is held in the Books. | | 
| I __ Qurs. 
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Quay. 


I care for no Bogks—I want the Papers — (/famping.) 


Copic. 

Throughout all the Books, Bol the Man is non compos, 
and his Friends, inſtead) of a Commiſſion of Bankruptcy, 
fhould take out a Commiſfion of Lunacy. [Exit Cod. 

| Enter TER MAGANT. | 
She Term. 

What do you keep ſuch a Bauling for? the Newſman 

fays as how the Emperor of Adecco js dead. 


| Vip. 
The Emperor of Morocco 
8 | TERM. 
Yes, him. 
DLO Qv1D. 
My poor dear r Morocco. (burſts into Tears.) 
ER R. 


Ah! you old Don Quictſett — Ma' am, Ma' am,. 
Miſs Harriet, go + way ways into the next Room, there's 
Mr. Bellmour's Man 
2 Billydore, — 

HaR. | 

Oh, Termagant, my Heart is in an uproar, I don't 
know what to ſay— where is he.? let me run to him 
this Inſtant. (Exit Harriet. 

Rs. en a4 | 

The Emperor of Morocco had a regard for the Balance 

of Europe, ( /ighs) well, well, come, come, give me the 


Paper. 
TERM. 
The Newſman would not truft becauſe you're a Bank- 
rupper, and ſo I paid two Pence Halfpenny for it. 
5 Qvip. © A 


Let's ſee, let's ſee, — | 
5 TERM. 
Give me my Money then —— (xunning from him.) 


ER Qv1d. 
Give it me this Inſtant, you Jade === (after ler.) 


TERM. 
Sie me my Money, Ifay — © (from him.) 
r i 
Pll teach you, I will you Baggage. Ber 
| ER. 


there, Mr, Bellmour has ſent you 
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1 - TERM. : 
I won't part with it till I have my Money. (from him.) 
2vip. 
III give you no Men = | (after her.) 
ERM. 
Your Daughter ſhall matry Mr. Bellmour. ( from him.) 
| : UID. | 
Ill never accede to the Treaty. (after her.) 
7 TERM, 
Go you old Fool. ( from him.) 
Qv1n, 
You vile Minx, worſe than the Whore of Babylon. 
; (after her.) 
TER M, : 
Fhere, you old crack d Brain'd Politic,—there's your 
Paper for you. | (throws it down, and Exit.) 


Quip. ( ſiting down.) 

Oh! Heavens ! —— I'm quite out of Breath, a 
Jade, to keep my News from me,—what does it fay ? 
what does it ſay? what does it ſay? (Reads very faſt 
while opening the Paper.) „ Whereas a Commiſhon of 
« Bankrupt is awarded and iſſued forth againſt Abraham 
« Quidnunc, of the Pariſh of St. Martin's in the Fields, 
« Upholfterer, Dealer and Chapman, the ſaid Bankrupt 
„ is hereby required to ſurrender himſelf.” Po, what 
ſignifies this Stuff ? I don't mind myſelf, when the Balance 
of Power is concetned.——however, I ſhall be read of, 
in the ſame Paper, in the London Gazette, by the Powers 
abroad; together with the Pope, and the French King, 
and the Mogul, and all of 'em good, good — very 
good !—here's a Pow'r of News, let me ſee, (reads) 
Letters from the Vice Admiral, dated Tyger off Cal- 
cutta. ( mutters to himſelf very 1 thoſe 
Baggages will interrupt me, I hear their Tongues a- going, 
clack, clack, clack, I'll run into my Cloſet, and lock 
myſelf up.—a Vixen !—a Trollop,—to want Money, from 
me,—when I may have occaſion to buy The State of the 
Sinking Fund, or Faction detected, or The Barrier Treaty, 
Dor, — and beſides, how cou'd the Jade tell but To-morrow 
we may have a Gazette Extraordinary ? [ Exit, 


End of the Firſt ACT. 
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for the Diſcovery of the 13 Paſſage. 


Scene the Upholſterer's Houſe. 
Enter QU1nnuNc, 


Qv1onync, 


HERE, where, where is he ?—where's Mr; 
Pamphlet? Mr. Pamphlet — Termagant, 


w Mr. a—a—Termagant, Harriet, Termagant, 
you vile Minx, you ſaucy—— 
Enter T ERMAGANT. 
Here's a Racket indeed] 
Quin. i 
Where's Mr. Pampblet be you Baggage if he's gone— 
ERM. 
Did not I intimidate that he's in the next Room hy 
ſure the Man's out of his Wits. - 
Qvip. 


Skew him in here then — I would not miſs ſeeing him 


ERM 
Go, you old Gemini Gomini of a Politic. [Exit TERM. 
UID, 

Shew him in I fay,-—I had rather ſee him than the 
whole State of the =_— at Utrecht, or the Paris A. la- 
main, or the Votes, or the Minutes, or—Here he comes 
—the beſt political Writer of the Age. 


Enter 


Or, What NAV 25 
Enter PAurnrzEr. 
en Wig 


( a Surat Chat, @ Mig, a lug 
out of Curl, and a pair of black Garters, buckled under 


the Knees. 
 Qurd. 
Mr. Pamphlet, I ain heartily glad to fee JOU; <= 2 glad 
as if you wete an Expreſs from the Gr 55 or from * 
or froth Zell, or from Calcutta over Lan 


PAMPH. 
Mr. Quidrunc, your Servant, Im come from a Place 
of great 
U1D. 


portance. — 
Look ye there now! — well, where, where? 
PAMPen. 
Are we alone? 
Qv1d. 
Stay, ſtay, till 1 thut the Door, —now, now, where 
de you come from: 
. Pam A. He. 
From the Court of Req 
At afige his Surtout Goat} 
| | ID. 
The Court of * whiſþers) are they up? 
PAMrR. 
Hot work. 


Les, and like to ſit late 


What are they upon? 
PaMPR. 


Can't ſay,—— 
Qvip. 
What carried you thither ? 
PaM. 
I went in hopes of being taken up. 
UID, 
Lookye thee now. ( baking hit Mud) 
PAMPH, 


o -y 
* 
3 o 
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Tue been aiming at it theſe three Years, ——  ' 
ops haunt, 3-4 Quid. S 
Indeed ! (Haring at him.) a 7 
| PAMPH. | 
Indeed. —Sedttion is the only thing an Author can 
live by now. Time has been I could turn a Penny by 
an Earthquake; or live upon a Jail-Diſtemper; or dine 
upon a bloody Murder; - but now that's all over,—nothing 
will do now but roaſting a Miniſter or telling the 
People, that they are mined — the People of England are 
never ſo happy as when you tell em they are ruined. 
4 ' ; | 


FILE * Quip. = — 
Yes, but they an't ruined I have a Scheme for 
paying off the national Debt. TE 
PAMPH. 


Let's ſee, let's ſee (puts on his Spears) well enough! 
well imagined, — a new Thought this — I muſt make this 
my own (aſide) filly, futile, abſurd, ——abominable, this 
will never do- Ill put it in my Pocket and read it over in 
* Morning for you now look you here —I'Il ſhew you 

Scheme (rummaging his Packets) no that's not it—that's 
my Conduct of the Miniſtry, by Country Gentleman 
prov'd the Nation undone here, this ſold hugely, —and 
here now, here's my Anſwer to it, by a noble Lord ;—this 
did not move among the Trade. 

© - TOs 
What, do you write on both Sides ? 
5 | Pamen. TTY 0 RIOT R" 

Yes, both Sides, I've two Hands Mr. Quidnunc.— 
always impartial,—Ambo dexter.—now here, here's my 
Dedication to a great Man——touch'd Twenty for this 
and here, —here's my Libel upon him 

Qui. 
What, after being obliged to him? 
PAM R. 

Yes, for that Reaſon,—it excites Curioſity White 
waſh and Blacking-ball Mr, Duidwunc / in utrumque para- 
tus, — no thriving without it. 3 


7 4 - | | Quin, 


+1443 $4 - 
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Qu. 3 
What 3 you here 1 in this Pocket! ? PIP. 
. 1 (prying eagerly.) 
8 PAM HH. 


That's my Account with Jacob Abe the Broker, 
for writing Paragraphs, to raiſe or tumble the Stocks, or the 
Price of Lottery Tickets, G10 to his ä 

UID, 
Ay, how do you do that? 
' PAMPH, | 

As thus. To- day the Proteſtant Intereſt en 15 
draſs is taken, and England's undone; then all the long 
Faces in the Alley look as diſmal as a Blank, and 5 
cob buys away -and thrives upon our Ruin. — Then o- 
morrow, we're all alive and merry again, Pondicherry's 
taken; à certain Northern Potentate will ſhortly, ſtrike a 
Blow, to aſtoniſh all Europe, and then every true born 
Engliſhman. is willing « to buy a Lottery Ticket for. twenty 
or thirty Shillings m Wan its worth; ſo IT, fell 
away, and reaps the Ffuits of our Succeſs. - 


11 A 
What, and will the People believe that now? ©. 
»PAMPH. 
ere it ! — believe any thing, —— no Swallow like a 
true · born Engliſoman — Man in a Quart Bottle, or a 
Victory, it's all "one to them,—they give a * 
down it goes, —glib, glib.— 
'*, | | 
Ves, but they an't at the Bottom of Things ? 
PAMPH. 
No, not they, they dabble a little, but can 't dive— 
Quid. . ' 
Pray now Mr. Pamphlet, what do you think of our Sity- 


* 
* 


ation? 


Panien. | 
Bad, Sir, bad, —— and how can it be better ?—the People 
in Power never ſend to me,—Mrer conſult me,—it 
muſt be bad. Now here, here, (goes 10 his lodſe Coat) 
here's a Manuſcript !—this will do the Buſineſs, a Maſter- 
plece,—I ſhall be taken up for this.— 


E 2 QU1D, 


8 

x Wy * | 8 
| Nothing permanent in this Wed | ＋ 
2 
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15. 
Shall ye? * | 
'PAMPH, 


A ſure as a Gun 1 ſhall, I know the Bookſeller 8 2 


Rogue, and will give me u a 


1p. 
N riow what tha you get by being taken up? 


AL MPH. 


Tu tell you—(whiſpers) in "order to make me hold my 


Tongue. 


gym 
Ay, but you wan bag your Tongue for all that. 
PAMPH. | 
Po, bo, not a Jot of e em the next Day. 
VID 


Well, well, e do you' hear ue 


er * ee 5 (RG > 


Pau R. | 


— 


Ired Thought 


Fr 


* 
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| Faun. 
- It will aft our Time. 


Qy1n- os 

Whoerer lives (9 a fy Mo won more of the Matter, 
AMPH. 

Time will tell all, 


Qi. 

Ay, we muſt leave all to the Determination of Lime. 
Mr. Pamphlet, I'm heartily oblig'd to you for this Viſit, 
I love you better than "7 Man in England, 

AMPH. 


And for my part Mr. Qxidnunc, ] love you better than 
I do England welt. ho 
I 


| | | N. 
That's kind, that's kind, there's nothing I would not 


do Mr. Pamphlet, to ſerve you. 

| PAMPH. | 
Mr. Quidnunc, I know you're a Man of Integrity and 
Honour, I know you are, and now fince we have 


open'd our Hearts, there. is a Thing Mr. Quidnunc, in 
which you can ſerve me,——you know, Sir, —this is in the 
F ullnef, of our Hearts, — you know you have my Note 
for a Trifle, —hard dealing with » Row, could 
not you to ſerve a Friend, could not you throw that Note 


into the Fire ? f 


| Qi. 

Hey ! but would that be honeſt ? 

| PAMPH. 

Leave that to me, a refin'd Stroke of Policy,. Papers 
have been deſtroyed in all Governments. 

UID, 

So they have,—it ſhall be done, it will be political, it 
will indeed. — Pray now Mr. Pamphlet, what do you take 
to be the true political Balance of Power ? 

1 PAmMPH. 
What do I take to be the Balance of Power ? 


-.. Qui. 
Ay, the Balance of Power. 


PAMPH, 


% M UPHOLSTERER, 
PAurk. 
The Balance of Power is, — what do 1 take to be tiſe 


Balance of Power, the Balance of Power (/outs, his E yes) 
what do I take to be the Balance of Power? 


VID. * 
The Balance of 3 take to be, when the Court 
of ' Aldermen | ſits. ſe 8 
paurü. | 
No, no,— | Oh 2 
ras u 
. Yes, yes. = es Rab ©. 4 
| 88 Pau. 


No, no, the Balance of Power is when the N eth 
of { Government : and the. Supet ſtructures are natural. 
of UID, | 
How d'ye mean natural ? as + ets 
\ « Þ PAMPH. ET 
” Prithee be quiet Man, — this is the Language. — The 
Balance of Power is hen the Superſtructures are reduc'd 


to proper. Balances, or when the alances are not reduc'd 


to unnaturd] Superſtructures. 5 
UID, 


Po, po, T tell you it is when the Fortifications of Dun- 


guergue are demoliſh'd . 
PA MH. R 
But I tell you Mr. Quidnunc.— 8 
VID, Re Ob 
2 lay Mi Mr. Pompbler. — 
PAMPH. 
Hear me Mr. SET 4 "RON 
1 Quiy | | A 
Give me Leave Mr. Pamphlet. 
0 ' Pam PH. . 


1 
—_— 


-— 


* 


Beth in a Paſim. 


9 ni obſerve; Sir, 

. Quay. 

I am convinied Sir: 
PamPpH. ' | "ol 

That the Balance of Power: 5 hs 
*. IN | Qu1D. 2 
That the Fortifications ag Dunguergus. N 
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8 PAMPH. 
- Depends upon the . and Superſtruktures.— 
UID. 1 
Conſtitute the true Political Equilibrium. 
Pau. 
Nor will I converſe with a Man——— 
And dir, I never deſire to ſee your EROS rms 
PAMPH. 
Of ſuch anti-conſtitutional Principles. 
Qui. 
Nor the Face of any Man who is ſuch a Frenchman 
in his Heart, and has ſuch Notions of the Balance. of 
Power, - _ [Exennt.. 
QuiDNuUNc 8 ) 

Ay, I've found him out, —ſuch abominable Principles, 
I never deſire to converſe with any Man of his Notions, — 
no, never while I live. 

Re-enter PAMPHLET. 
PAMPH. 
Mr. Quidnunc, one Word with you if you pleaſe. 
Qui. 
Sir, I never deſire to ſee your Face. 
PAMPH, 

My Property, Mr. Quidnunc, ! ſhan't leave my Pro- 
perty in the Houſe of a Bankrupt, (twi/ting his Handter- 
chief round his Arm) a filly, empty, incomprehenſible 
Mockhead, | 

Quin. 


Blockhead Mr. Pamphlet. 
AMPH. 
A Blockhead to uſe me thus, when [ have you ſo much 
in my Power, 


UID, 
In your Power by 
| Th PAMPH. 
In my Power, Sir,—it's in my Power to hang you. 
Qv1Dd. 


Tuo hang me! 


PAaMPH. 


Peuſitions as Reſt taken in'its 


Nia UPHOUESTERER; 
. _ h x 

Yes, dir; ti n ys 
not you propoſe, . but this Moment, did not you deſire 
1 eomblne Ind coflfedeinde 46 bath 1 Note, and de- 
fraud your Creditors wh 

, Qui. | 
I defire it! OG” 
mer Pamhn, 

Yes, Mr. Quidnunc, but I fhall detect you to the World. 

Ill give yu r Tb mall have a Six- penny 


| next Week. | 1 
bit et ifi ford r ne r. [Exit Pamphlet. 
. - ut 5 - 0 , 


Mercy on me, there's the Effect of his anti-conſtitu- 


tio Principles. The Spirit of His Whole Party, I never 
elite to ex FR 


nee another Word with hich. 
mer TikMAGANT. 
Term. 
Here's a Pother indeed ng you call me ? 
3 5 18. 
No, ybn Trollop, no. — 
ä 
Will you go to Bed? 
| UID. 


No, no, no, nb, I tell Jou, no. 
| Te. r 
Better to go tb Reſt, Sir I heard a Doctor of Phy- 
ſic ſay as how, when a Man is paſt his CRIME, 
what the Deuce makes forget my Word ?—his, Grand 
Crime-HysTERiC, ndthing is od Spank Indiſtom- 
udiſb natalibus.— 
| Sr. | 
Hold your Prating, —T'll not go to Bed, I'll ſtep to 
my Brother Feeble, 1 want to have ſome Talk with him, 
and I'll go to him — IM Exit Quidnunc. 
IERM. i : 
Go thy ways fot an old Hocks-preus of a News. mon- 
You'll have good Luek if you find your Daugh- 
ter here when you come back, Mr. Bellmour will be 
here in the Intrim, and 'if he does not carry her _ 


” > 
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why then I hall think him a mere Silly ally Feller; 

by my Troth I ſhall think him as'bad a Þalitifhing 

as yourſelf, —Well, as I live and breathe, I wonders what 

the Dickens the Man fees in theſe News- Papers to be for 

ever foxicated with them—Let me ſee one of them, to 

try if I can veſtigate any thing—(tates the News - Paper 
and reads,) © 

« Yeſterday at Noon arrived at his Lodgings in Pall- 
« Mall, Fohn Stukely, Eſq; for the Remainder of the 
46 Winter-Seaſon,” | 

Where the Dew:/ has the Man been? who knows him, 
or cares a minikin Pin about him He may go to Ferichs 
for what I cares, 

The ſame Day, Mr. William Tabby, an eminent 
«© Man-Milliner was matried to Miſs Fenkins, Daughter 
« of Mr, L a conſiderable Harberdaſber in Bear- 
« binder Lane. — n 

What the Dickins is this to me? can't Miſs Jentins and 
her Man- Milliner go to bed, and hold their T ongues ?— 
why muſt they kiſs and tell? | 

« By advices from Violenna— this is Policies now 
2 to her elf) and promiſes a general Peace. 

hy can't that make the old Curmudgeon happy ?— 

« By letters from Paris“ this is more Policies - reads 
to 27 and all ſeems tending to a general Rupture.” — 
What the Dewi! does the Feller mean ?—Did not he 
tell me this moment there was to be Peace, and now its 
bloody News 9 go to tell me ſuch an impudent 
Lie to my Face 

« At the Academy in Eſer:ireet, Grown People are 
© taught to dance.— 

Grown People are taught to dance—l likes that well 
enough ſhould like to be betterer in my dancing likes 
the Figerreofa Minute as well as a Figerre in Speech -( dances 
and ſings) But ſuch Trumpry as the News is, with Kings, 
and Cheeſemongers, and Biſhops, and Highwayrman, and 
Ladies Prayer-Books, and Lap-Dogs, and the 88 
and Camomile, and Ambaſſadors, and Hair-Cutters, all 
As I hope for Marcy I'll 


. 


— " 
- 


higgledy piggledy together 


never read another Paper and I wiſhes old Quidnune 
would do the ſame—if the Man would do as I do, ther, 
would be ſome Senſe in it,—if inſtead of his Policies, b 


would manure his Mind like me, and read good Altars, ang 
improv , 
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improve himſelf in fine Langidge, and Bombaſt, and 
Hite Accolli foments.— [Exit ls: 
'Scenx the Street. | 


uu BELLMOUR, e and BR ISK, i im Liquor. 
| ELL. | 

"Women ever were, and ever will be fantaſtic Beihgs, 
we capricious, and fond of Miſchief —— 


B RISE. 
wen argued, Maſter. 
| - RovEWELL. (/ings.) 
| Deceit is in every Woman, 
But none in a Bumper can be my brave Boys, 
But none in a Bumper can be, 
BELL. 

To be inſulted thus, with ſuch a contemptuous Alte? 
to a Meſſage of ſuch tender Import, ſhe mi ght methinks 
at- leaſt have treated me with good Minners, if not with a 
more grateful Return. 8 

RO VE. 
Split her Manners, let's go and drink t'other Bumper 
to drown Sorrow. 


BELL. 
I'll ſhake off her Fetters,—I will Briſk, this voy Night 
1 wil. — 
BRIsk. 


That's right, Maſter, and let her know we have found 

her out, and as the Poet ſays, 
She that will not when ſhe may, 
« When ſhe will, ſhe « ed have nay, M abe 
BELI. N 

Very true, Briſt, very true, — the . of it Güde 
to the quick, my dear Roocwell, only come and ſee me 
take a final Leave. 


Rove. 
No truly, not I. none of your virtuous Minxes for me, 
I'll ſet you down there, if you've a mind to play the Fool. 
I know ſhe II melt you with a Tear, and make a Puppy of 
Jou with a Smile, and ſo 37 I] not be Witneſs to * 
| ELL, | N 
Lou're quite miſtaken, I aſſure you, you'll fs me mioft 4 
* manſully upbraid ber with her Ingtatitude, and with more 
Joy than a fugitive Galley Slave, eſcape from the Oar, to 
' Which I have been chain'd,— bed 


BRISͤ²ñ. 


_ a — 6 » = : . 0 
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Balk. 
Maſter, Maſter, now's our Time, for look by the 
Glimmering of yonder Lamp, who comes along by the 
Wall there, — a | 
„ BELL. | 
Her Father, by all that's Lucky, - my dear Rovewell, 
let's drive off, | 
Rovs. 
I'll ſpeak to him for you, Man— 
BELL. 
Not for the World—prithee come along— - [Exeunt. 


Enter QuipN unc, with a dark Lanthorn, 
_ Qu1ID. 1 
If the Grand Turk ſhould actually commence open Hoſ- 
tility, and the Houſe-bug Tartars make a Diverſion upon 
the Frontiers, why then it's my Opinion— Time will diſ- 
cover to us a great deal more of the Matter. 
Warcu (withn.) 
Paſt Eleven o'Clock, 2 Night. 
UID. 
Hey! paſt Eleven o'Clock,—'Sbodikins, my Brother 
Feeble will be gone to Bed, — but he ſhan't ſleep till I have 
ſome Chat with him,-—Hark'ye Watchman, Watchman. 


Enter WATCHMAN. 


WATCH. 
Call, Maſter. 
Qu1D. 
Ay, ſtep hither, ſtep hither, —have you heard any News? 
ATCH, 
News, Maſter! | 
UID. 


Ay, about the Pruſſians or the Riſſians? 


Warch. 
Ruffians, Maſter. 
UID. 
Yes, or the Movements in Pomerania ? 
| WATCH. 


La, Mafter, I knows nothing poor Gentleman 

5 (Honey to his Head) Good Night to you Maſter, —paſt 

leven o'Clock, [ Exit Watchman. 
Qv1p. 

That Man now has a Fe under the Government, and 

2 "WS 
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. ſpeak, But I'm loſing Time (nocks at the Door) 
y Weather (looking up.) The Wind's fix'd in that Quar- 
ter, and we ſhan't have any Mails this Week to come,— 


come about good Wind, do, come about. 
BS, Enter à Servant Maid, 
Map. 
La, Sir, is it you? 
Qv1y. 
Is your Maſter at home, Child ? 


Main, 
| Gone to Bed, Sir. 
| oo". Qu1». 
Well, well, I'll ſtep up to him. 
n te Alp. 
Muſt not diſturb him for the World, Sir. 
* Quin. 
Buſineſs of the utmoſt Importance. 
MAI. 
Pray conſider, Sir, my Maſter an't well. 
| = 
Prithee, be quiet Woman; I muſt ſee him. [ Exzunt. 


SCENE, @ Room in FEzBLE's Houſe. 


Enter FEEBLE, in his Night Gown. 
Fees. 

I was juſt ſtepping into Bed ;——bleſs my Heart what 
can this Man want ?-—TI know his Voice, — I hope no 
new Misfortune brings him at this Hour. 

Qv1d.. 

Hold your Tongue, you fooliſh Huſſey, —he'l! be glad 

to ſee me. Brother — Feeble, (cvithin.) 
| FEB. 
What can be the Matter ? | | 


Enter QUiDNuNc. 
8 
Brother Fecble, I give you Joy, the Nabob's demaliſh'd, 
{ figs) Britons ftrike home, revenge, &c. 


« * 
* 


Eats Ns EEB, | 

Lackaday, Mr, Quidnunc, how can you ſerve me thus 2 
UID, oh; 

Suraja Dowla is no more, 

x Fees. 

_ Poor Man! he's ſtark ſtaring mad. 


Or, What News? 37 
| _ Qviyd. 3 
Our Men diverted themſelves with killing their Bullocks 


and their Camels, till they diſlodg'd the Enemy from the 
Octagon, and the Counterſcarp, and the Bunglo. 


FREB. 
Il hear the reſt to-morrow Morning,—oh ! I'm ready 
to die, 
Qv1D. 


Odſheart Man be of good chear,—the new Nabob, 
Faffier Ally Caton, has acceded to a Treaty; and the En- 
gliſb Company have got all their Rights in the Phirmaud 
and the Huſhbulhoorums, | 

FEEB. | 
But dear heart Mr. Quidnunc, why am I to be diſturb'd 


for this? | 
Qv1D, 


Me had but two Seapoys killed, three Chokeys, four 
Gaul-walls, and two Zemidars. (ſings) Britons never Mali 


be Slaves. C 
FEEBE. 


Would not to morrow Morning do as well for this? 
| Qv1D. _ 
Light up your Windows, Man, light up your Windows. 
Chandernagore is taken, | 
| FREE. 
Well, well, I'm glad of it—good Night. (going) 
| Qviv. 
Here, here's the Gazettee 
FEEB. 


Oh, I ſhall certainly faint. (its down) 


Quin. 

Ay, ay, fit down, and I'll read it to you, (Reads) nay, 
don't run away—TI've more News to tell you, there's an 
Account from Williamſburg in America.—the Superinten- 
dant of Indian affairs | | 


* 


FEEB. FOE 
Dear Sir, dear Sir, (avoiding him) 
| Qu1D. 
Has ſettled Matters with the Cherokees—( following him) 
| Fees. | 
Enough, enough, (cum him) 


Qurp. 


3 
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Quin. 

In the ſame manner he did before with the Catabaws, 

$55 ont 75 | (after bim) 
RAR FRRB. | 4 
Well, well, your Servant. (m him) 

| ip. | 
| Sothat the back Inhabitants———{after him) 
EEB. | 


I wiſh you'd let me be a quiet Inhabitant in my own 
Qviy. _ | 
So that the back Inhabitants will now" be ſecur'd 


by the 
\Cherokees and Catabaws. 


1 7 Fees. 
You'd better go home, and think of appearing before 
the Commiſſioners, .. 
_ Quviy. h 
Go home ! no, no, I'Il go and talk the Matter over at 
our Coffec-houſe.—— 


FEeEB. 
- Qviy. 
(Returning) Mr. Feeble, I had a Diſpute about the 
Balance of RN NOW can you tell. 
FE EB. 
I know nothing of the Matter 
| Qu1D. 


Well, another Time will do for that—I have a great 
deal to ſay about that (going, returns) right, I had like to 
have forgot, there's an Erratum in the laſt Gazette. 


FEEB. 
With all my Heart 
Qv1D. 


Page 3d, Line 1, Col. he and 3d, for Bombs read Rooms. 
EEB. 


Read what you will 
Qu1D. | 

Nay, but that alters the Senfe, you know, —well, now 

your Servant, If I hear any more News I'll come and 

tell you. | 


r 1 FEE B. 
For Heaven's Sake no more — 


Qy1D. 


OT 


Quid, 

"PU be with you before you! re out of your firſt Sleep 
EEB, 

Good night. Good - night Num off. 
Qpin. 


I forgot to tell yon the Emperor of Morocco is dead 
—— ng after him) ſo— now I've made him happy 
U go and r Friend Razor, and make him 
too; — and then I'll go and ſee if any Body's up at 
the Coffee-houſes, —and — them all happy there too: 
— Exit Quidnunc. r 


2 EN E, The UrnolsTERER“s Houſe. 


— 


Enter Haxxixr and BELLMOUR., © - © ++ 


Has. 


Mr. Bellmour, Sir, —I deſire, Sir, you'll nat e follow 
me from Room to Room 


5 © 


BELL. 
Indulge me but a Moment 
Han. - . 222 
: a; Mr. Bellmour, Pve ſeen too much of your Tem: 


, I'm touch'd beyond all enduring by your unmanly 


"Unmanly, Madam ! 

Has. 

Unmanly, Sir,—To preſume upon the Misfortunes of 
my Family, and inſult me with the formidable Menac 
that, trul you have done; you'll be no more a Slave 
© to me. On fy, Mr. Bellmour, 1 did not think a Gen- 
tleman capable of t 

| BELL. 

But you won't conſider —— 

HAR. 
— Sir, I wou'd have Mr. Bellmour to underſtand, that 
thoug h my Father's Circumſtances are embarraſſed, I have 
ſtill an Uncle, who can, and will, place me in a State of 
AMuence, in which, * Declaration 
ELL, 


But, my dear Ma'am 


\ 
- 


Hax, 
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Har. | 
And take this too with you, Sir, that I have Spirit 
enough to reſent an Indelicacy, nor will I bear ill U 

from any Man in England. — ly 
| [Exit flapping the Door after her. 

r 194 
Well, but my dear Harriet, hear me but a Moment 
tis mighty well, you have freed me from your Chains, I 
aſſure yow—-Y our. Buſineſs is done with me, I promiſe 
and fo adieu to this Houſe for ever (going, 
returns) Methinks though, we might part upon gentler 
Terms——Perverſe and obſtinate !——ay, its all her own 
Fault. To treat me thus when ſhe knew my Heart was 
fixed upon her ! Her eternal Coquetting——her haughty 
Airs, her tormenting me — Jealauſy—Her— 
her—her lovely Eyes—her Shape—her Mien—her deli- 
cate Senſibility—her—hey.l—what the duce am I at? a 
downright amoroys Poppy, by Zupiter I was running 
over a Lift of her Faults, and I find. myſelf-gloating on 
her Perfections - ſhe's a fweet Girl, that's the Truth of 
it (Knocks at the Dear). Harriet, Harriet. will you open 
the Door -I intreat you do-it—on my Knees I beg it— 
{hm you:? ſdeath I what a ſneaking Raſcal am 
Ill cringe and white no more (geing, returns, knocks 
again) will you open if! —very well, Ma am, it's very 


well Damnation — [Exit Bellmour. 
Enter HARRIET. © * 
Har. 


Bleſs my Heart—whit have I done II hope he is not 
gone, a barbarous Man, to go ſo eaſily when he ought to 
take no Denial, but lie on the Ground ſtill imploring and 
beſceching,—as I am a living Soul, here he comes again, 

[ Exit Harriet and ſhuts the Doar. 
Enter BELLMOUR, © rofl 
© BuLL. 

No, the won't open it—1 2 not go 1 hs 
(goes and peeps thro the Key- hole) poor, dear, lov 
1 ſhe's bath'd in Tears (#nocks) Harriet. 

iet—won't you open the Door? I ſhan't ſtir from 
this Spot unleſs you open it———— 


Enter 


Or, What News? 4.1 
Enter HARR1ET. 
Har, | 
Mr. Bellmour, I wonder at you, Sir, - upon my Word, 
Sir, your Viſit becomes _— ome at this Time of Night. 
ELL. 
My deareſt Harriet, they were haſty Words, and if you 
will only confider the Provocation I had 


Han. 
The Provocation, Mr. Hellmour / 
+ BELL, 


#1 leave it to yourſelf —was this an Anſwer to a Meſ- 
ſage” ſo fondly paffionate as mine—look at it yourſelf and 


judge 
: - Har. 


This Card, Sir !—this is my Maid's writing 
| BELL. 

Yes Ma'am I know it is— and that's the very Cir- 
. cumſtance that aggravates I thought at leaſt my Letter 
deſerved an Anſwer from yourſelf, without making your 
Maid affront me—my Doom I 4 at leaſt rel rom 
a more delicate Hand from that Hand —whoſe Touch [ 
once could buy with Life itſel. | 
| | HaR. 

Well, Mr. Bellmour, I now muſt both pity and laugh 
at you This Card, Sir, — 9 21 ſent by me 

©, 68 ELL. 

No, Ma'am! here Briſt, Briſt—this is ſome of that 
Hang-dog's Doings —Briſt —— 


Enter BRISEK² and TERMAC ANT. 


BRIS k. 
Did you call, Sir ? 
| BELL... 
Did not you deliver me this Card, Sir ? 
BRTSk. 
That Card, Sir ?—yes, Sir, —I delivered that Card, Sir 
— What can be the Matter now ? (afide.) © 
Term. | 
And, Ma' am, I'll be perjur'd that I deliver'd him the ſame 
muidious Article of Mattter you gave m = 
| Ax. 
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15 

And is Mr. Bellmour ſo blind that be can't ſee through 

this? Fray Termagant, dds you write a Card B | 
ERM. 

Wh y really, Ma'am, I've as little Antipathy for Fellers a ws 
the belt She in England, but I muſt confeſs, Ma'am, I 
did invite a Line to him For there has been. a Mavr be- 
tween us, Ma'am, that | won't go to —＋ mult needs 
gainſay it. — If a Man is difaffettions of me, Ma'am, 
I'm ſure I'm not to blame, if I have a little Symphony for 
che have not put my Name to it, Ma'am, t ugh it 

is not quite a {y/292:mMaus neither I put the firſt 
Names that accrued to me, Ma am- they are the ſame 
ee N ames Mr. Bellmous and you have made ule 


” 5, pe — 


he” 


Haz, 

Why ſo I ſee, Termagant, and a cyrious Billet: doux it 
is, (reads) «, Sigi/mondays, Compliments waits on Mr. 
% Tankard, ſhe is full of Adpzement, how: he can give 
<« himſelf ſuch an Attitude in his Moor he knows her 
« own Demerrit better than ta be concarned with ong who 
« is a Nanny-Goat againſt Love, and this is her laſt Ar- 
< reſolution.” And could Mr. Bellmour | * this was 


intended for, him, by me A 
Death and Confuſion [—What cou'd I think, Ma' am:! 5 
Blockhead, Raſcal l——— li lis Mon.) 
| _ b. e 
Sir! 
1 * BEII. 
How dare you, Sirrab, ive me this Scrawl? 
RISK. 
Sir! 
: Enna Tow 
TIE my Bilydere to him, ſure oncugy. 
iy 16.2} 3&5) BkISE. 1 
Upon my 1 
ils os 


Where's eee bo te 
Bailsx. 


* 


A 1 T.c a Pr 
= On, Whit NEW Ü UW W 44 
| BRITSK. 
Upon my Soul, Sir, 1 mean't no Harm Sir, — Here 
it is, Sir, — take this Sir, — Maſter, (in a loto Voice) you 
know I can't read l Sir, don't expoſe me. 
| ELL. 
And muſt I be made unhappy, Raſcal, becauſe you 
cant read. — | | Fen 
TERM. | 3 
Not able to read? the fine Mr. Briſt not able to read 
—ha, ha, ha, — well, for my part, I deſpiſes a Man that 
is not a Schollard and illiterate. 

BRISK. 2 WE 
Pox take it, it muſt come out — Why, Sir, that's my 
Misfortune=—I cou'd not read, Sir, and I put one in this 
Pocket, and one in this, and then, Sir, 1 did not know 
which was which—but you're very welcome, Sir, if you 
like that better 


cedar . | 

(Reads) * Toa Love fo delicate of Sentiment, it were 
5 Stupidity to remain any longer inſenſible; and it wouid 
ebe an inexcuſable Prudery to conceal the Tenderneſs of 
* Defire with which my Heart has long fluttered to reſign 
* itfelf to ſuch Truth and Conſtancy.“ My dear Harriet, 


on my Knees I beg Forgiveneſs for the Blindneſs of my 


Paſſion, — (4neels) and intreat you fuffer me to convey 
you hence {ar from your Father's Roof, —where we may 
Join at length in thoſe Bonds of Happineſs, of which we 
have long cheriſh'd the ors Idea. What ſay you, Har: izt ? 
AR. 
I don't know what to ſay — my Heart's at my very 
Mouth—why don't you take me then ? 


Enter QUiDNuNC, 
U1D. 
Fie upon it, fie upon it—all the Coffee houſes ſhut up 
how could they ſhut up fo ſoon when they had ſuch great 
News— Hey! what the duce have we here ! the Enemy 
in our very Camp, | 
HaR. 
O lud! What's to be done now? 
G 2 BELL. 
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| BELL. 
Don't be frighten'd Harriet. Tu amuſe him with a 
Piece of News a 


Qi. 
Pray, Sir, what are you yoing here in my Houſe ? 
ELL, „ 
a Pray, Sir, have you heard the News? 
x Qui. 
Is there any News, Sir? 
* BELL, 
ery great. 
5 Quid. 


Let's hear, let's hear, let's hear, get out of the Room 
you Baggages,—get you into your Cloſet, Harriet,—and 
t you down Stairs, you Baggage, and let me hear the 
ews, (turns her out) well, —_ | 
BELL. 
FI] tell you, Sir, the Conſumers of Oats are to meet 
next Week. | 
vip. 


The Conſumers of Oats ! 


"4 BELL. 
The Conſumers of Oats, Sir,. — I came on purpoſe to 
tell you. 


UID. 
That's kind, that's kind, what can it be upon? does 
nothing tranſpire ? 

BELL. 

A profound Secret. 

Quin. 

Ay, and fo it has been for twenty Years, the Conſumers 
of Oats have been meeting any Time theſe twenty Years 
to my Knowledge, and I could never learn what they are 
about, ——their Negotiations I believe muſt be left to the 


Determination of Time.- 


- BELL. | 
Their Meeting is occaſioned by an Expreſs from the 
Houynhims. 
Quin, 


From where ? F- BELL. 


Or, What News? 485 


BELL. 
From the Hquynhims.—— 
4 ä Qvip. _ | 
The Humming Hymns ße upon it, why do I ever 
go without Salion's Gazetter in my Pocket. I'll ſtep for 
the Map, and ſee where the Place lies, —I'm never Happ 
till I know the Latitude "2 Longitude, [ Exit Quid, 
ELL, 2 12 
You're right Sir, Geography is neceſſary (runs to the 
Cloſet Door) y ack — 2 dear Harriet open the 
Door, now is the Time. 


Enter HARRIET. 


467971 f HA R. 

Bleſs me, Mr, Bellmour, what's the Matter ? 

| | BELL. 

Away with Scruples, Fortune has given this Moment, 
and you muſt depend on my Love and my Honour. l' ve 
a Licence in my Pocket and I'll marry you To- morrow 
Morning, by Heaven's I will. | 

. HR. 

What ſhall I do? I muſt truſt you. (a lou⁰ι,• Rap at the 

Door) dear Heart, what can all this mean ? 
BELL. 

Never mind it, but let us fly hence n. 

83 (another Rap) 


Enter QU1Dx unc. 


1-5 215 Qurp. 
Hey ! what's all this Knocking ?——mayhap a Waiter 
from the Coffee-houſe, with ſome News. 


— 


BE LL, - 5 
My Evil Genius is at work this Night, and all is marr'd 
again. | [a/ide, 
Enter FERMAGANT. + ch 
: h TERM. | 1 
O Gimini Gemini ! Iam all over in ſuch a Fluftration— 
Qi. 


What's the matter Woman, any thing new # 
33 TERM, 
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TERM. | Nos 
A vioghteous Gentle quite inoeu/nted with Liquor, knocks 
at the Street-door, and are me to except of a Glaſs af 
Wind, —at which I grew quite vexed and pr/Mlarimious— 
—— Feller, ſays l, we don't want your Company, and fo 
e a little more adjacent, Friend — whereof I was ſeized 
with a Panegyric, and I had divorce to my Heels, and I ran 

up Stairs as dilatory as I could, and he's coming after me. 


| BeLt1. 
II have him ſent to the Round · houſe. call in the 
Watch. 0 129 0 N *4 
Qui. | 


Do fo, I'll go and charge him,—mayhap we may meet a 
Parliament-man in the Round-houſe to tell us ſome News, 


Enter RovEweELL drunk. 

* 3 Rove. 19 

Get me a Bow! of Rack, and let the Bed be well air'd 
I fay I will have a Gir! | 

| r N 

(draws) Let me come at him, —Hey ! who the Devil 
have we here ? Fack Rovewell, zounds man, what 
brings you here ? oth bach | 


| Rove. | 
Who the Devil thought to ha” ſeen you here? I was up- 
oh the Look-out for Game ever ſince 1 ſaw you, and I have 
Juſt ſprung it. ll have her by Jupiter. 
BEL I. | 
Zookers, Sir, if you would not be of ſervice to me, 
why wou'd you not keep owt ofthe way. | 
OVE. 
This ſeems to be but an odd fort of a Bagnio we have 
got into here — : 
we, Quv1y. 
What does he call my Houſe a Bagnio? 
TERM. 

_ I 20iſhes as how you would take him away — the great 
He Man ! my Fleſh ereeps at the very Sight of him—I 
believes as ſure as any Thing, as how he's a Highwayman, 
and that as how it was he that robbed the Mail- TT | 

UID, 


in 

Ay, what rob a Mail, * top all the News;—a vile 

F —＋ away with him, —a Man capable of „ a Mail, 
wou'd not. (cruple to rob eres A wt 
LL. L . | 

Hold a Moment, I know the Gentleman, he's ye 
little in Liquor, —zounds, Ræveivoll, you've marr'd all ay 
Schemes with your damn' 1 Doing. 

ovx. 

Bellmour's Girl, * 21 (2/4) I fay you Man' t 
marry her, and I Mr. Curmudgeon, (going to 
Quidnunc) give me leave to — you old Mr. D — nope 
Hey! (Jigs and bobs at im ) hey! ( turns from Vim) iy 
old reverend Father, by my filial Duty — we the 
ſhall I do now? egad Im nat ſo — as 2 
he little expects to — me, and I'll go thro” mn my Frolic. 
This is no proper Opportunity, — I ſay again you ſhan't 
marry her my Siſter as ſure as a him: (of) Far ſee it 
out- ſay you ſhan't marry her. 

TERM. 
What the Deevil do you let him tarry for? — I wiſhes 
He was out of my Sight, and W from 
INE, — 


Away with him, 2 ſearch him firſt, perhaps he 
has ſome of the Letters belonging to the Mail in his Pocket 


NOW. — 
flous. 
Til let em ſearch me, —_—— e 
1D. 
Let me fee, mayhap there may be ſome News at leaſ.— 


ay, here's Bank Notes, —— and here's. Letters tos 
what's this? „TO Mr, Abraham Quidnunc, Upholſterer, 


«« in the Strand. 1 did live in the Strand ſome ten Years 


ago, — ſure. this, is to me, —let's ſee what it is: Hey! 


whar's thi ' ops) Honoured F * pars, is it _— 
n 


What can this m mean ?—What's your Name Font t 


Ro vx. 


Fack a is my Name. 


BxLL. 


— 
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18 The UPHOLSTERER; 
BELL, 


Your Name Jack Puidnune ! (to Rovewell,) 
Rove. 


Yes, m Name; — faith this Buſineſs begzus to make 


me ſober, I think. Quidnunt is my Name, Bellmour; and 


Ryvewell was but aſtum' d That Letter 1 wrote, Sir, to 
inform you of my Arrival, and to let you know that I 
ſhould pay my Refpects to you 'To-morrow Morning 
but faith, Sir, in my Hurry of © I forgot to ſend it.— 


What! and are you returned fi from the Weft-Tridies ? 
OVE. | 
From Fanidice, Sir, the Qu: of a-rich Plantation— 
UID. : 
What, by ſtudying Politics. 
| Rove. 
No, Sir by a rich TI , youſhall know al tictwaſter;— 
UID. 


, S bodikins, I cba his Face —it is ue ſure baägbas 
why — has not been a Word of this in the Peper, 


Rove. 


It's even ſo, — Sir. — my Soul, 


this Affair has compos'd me ſtrangely. Thus give ms 
leave, 175 to atteſt at once my Duty and my Joy. 


nel ls. 
Qurp. ＋. ) 


Why, you 1 my 1y Blefing, Boy, I am heartily glad 
to ſee thee I did not know you again, you're in ſuch a 
kind of my e now, you can tell—why 
look very well—I'm glad to ſee thee, Fack, I am indeed— 

now—mayhap, ſays youcan t what the x povcaderd 
are doing in the Bay of 1 8 
OVE. - 


All in good Time, Sir, — my dear Bellmour I muſt em- 
brace you; faith the Whimfiealneſs of my Fortune had 
like to bring about an odd kind of an Adventure; — and 


make me rob my 1 ather of his Daughter, my Friend of 
his Miſtreſs, and go to Bed to— my dear Siſter, whom I 
left a prattling Infar „ when I went out of England 
muſt embrace you. 1 | 


HAR. 


Or, What News? | 49 
Har. 
Tho” your Departure from England was too early for 


my Recollection, yet my Heart feels a ready Inclination 
to make Acquaintance with yeu; and 1 ſhall ever bleſs 


the Hour that has given to my Father ſo good a Son, to 


Mr. Bellmour ſo warm a Friend, and to me the unex- 
pected Happineſs of a Brother, whom I. deſpair'd of ever 
ſeeing. | 
Quin. 
Pray now Jact, how many Ships of the Line has the 
Admiral with him? —a- propos, that may be in your Let- 
ter. Let me read it. 


8 Rove. 
You may ſpare yourſelf that Trouble,—it was but to ac- 
_ you with what I ſhall now tell you in Perſon, that 
ince I find you are become a voluntary Stateſman, I have 
a Fortune ſufficient to ſupport you in the Study of Politics 
for the reſt of your Life 
Qvip, | 
Have you ?—What, and ſhall I have every Thing that 
comes out? "y | 
| Rove. 
Every Thing, Sir,— _ 
BELL. & 
And Sir, an Apartment at my Houſe in the Country you 
ſhall ever command, 


Qv1p. 
No, no, I can't go to the Country, —that is not the 
Scene of Action. ; 
BELL. 
You ſhall have all the Papers down there. 
Qvip. 
Shall I ?!——but are there any Coffee-houſes in your 
Neighbourhood in the Country ? 


BELL, 
Several ! 
___ Qviy. 
And are there any Politicians there ? 
| BEL. L. 


Swarms of em, there's the Curate, and the Juſtice of 
the 


is — * ee 


oh —————@_ﬀ__ 


80 The UPHOQLS TE RE R; 
the Quorum, and an Exciſeman, and a 8 Admiral, 
and an Aarornen. and a 


Qu1Dp 
B Aylrawhy, then that, wall do—that will do (ging, 
returae) but dye N won't 8⁰ into the. n till 
the Hauſe is adiautn d. 6 
of. 


Even as you pleaſe, Sie, and in the mean time 
the greateſt 3 you gan confer upon me, is to give 
away: Gs Lach to my Friend Ballmou..— . 
| 91D. 

Why, 24 I find he knows ſa * 0 of- "A Matter, 
J could find in my Heart. to accede to the Treaty; here, 
here, take her but ſhoold not all this be in the Pa- 
pers ire 0 and tell 'em the News myſell. 


e 


. Ter 
( Looking earne Ay at — ) My, tats and Gar- 
ters ! what a ſudden Evolutiem here is in Things ? Vatins, 


now LTodks: pn; 3gain; I dogs.not- bejiexe:hg..is a High- 
warman——ÞB Troth, the young 8 a en 
ſcat about bim has I like > enough, and I could find 
it in my Heart to make him an Aduuuiſn g my Love, and 
ralcine ' my Perſon to him. 
7 | 5 

1  Prithee 1 how ang has my F _ had this 

urn ? PETIT 


Hen 

Since the laſt Rebellion; ; = which _ has not 48 
an Affair of any Importance in Europe but he has taken a 
conſiderable Share in it——while his owa Affairs have been 
mouldering 1 into Ruin  . 
| BELL, | 

But bencalbrward all Volungan i in Poliges ſhould take 
Warning from his Example, before they concern themſelves 
about the Balance of Europe, to have ſome Care of the 
Balance of their Accounts, The firſt Step towards being 
a good Citizen, is to be a good Man, and to act with 
Propriety in the various Relations of Life——and if every 


2 a dne 


I | 


] 


[ 


Or, What NEWS? 51 


one in the 11 would reſolve upon the ſame, the Na- 
tion in general would ſoon feel the Benefit of it. 


Then ſbou d not ſigb the Stateſman of Cheapſide, 4 
For Poland's 1 he neglects his Bride; | 
Then needy Shop 2h no more ſhould meet, 
Toroaſt a Mini 9 want to eat; 
] 


Nor hon d th. Upholit'rer flight his Daughter” 5 . 


Fer Nabobs, Cherokees, | Catabams : 


But Virtue then, the State's enliv ning Soul, 
Shogld rife from Individuels te the: li 
The balanc'd Paſſions due Proportion bear, 
And every Harriet find a' Father's Care. 
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Lately pulli by PAUL VAILLANT, 
Written by Mr. MURPHY, 
OY A l> | 
GOAT 1 N 
VV 


Non fuit Conſilium ſocordia atque defidia bonum otium 
conterere, SALLUST., 


Eye Nature's Walks, ſhoot Folly as it flies, 
And catch the Manners living as they riſe. Pore, 


'ALSO 
The Apprentice, a Farce, in two Acts. Price 15. 


The Orphan of China, a Tragedy, in five Acts. 
Price 15. 64. , AP 4 
The Deſert Iſland, a Dramatic Poem. Price 15. 64. 


The Way to keep Him, a Comedy, in Three Acts. 
Price 15. 6d. 


All by the fame Av THOR. 


